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Evitorial 


To some, Commencement means a week 
of joy and fun, but to me and everyone 
else that takes it seriously it means the 
beginning and the end. 

Ii is the end of high school life, and 
the end of real, true friendships,—because 
when the boys and girls meet in the fu- 
ture it will be with a much different man- 
ner than that of the happy, carefree school 
girl and boy. It is the end of school life 
for some, and this thought in itself is a 
sad one. 

Commencement is also the beginning of 
a new life. For those that go to college, 
it is certainly a new life, for, although it 
is school life continued, it is of a much 
different nature than that of the high 
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school. For those that go directly to 
work, they will find their new life a great 
deal different from the old one. At first 
it will be hard to have to settle their own 
problems «without their teachers’ (help; 
but wherever and whenever you may go, 
if you see an opportunity, grasp it and 
make the best of it. 


As this is the Commencement issue, and 
the last ‘‘Critic’’ to be issued this year, 
I want to take this opportunity to thank 
you all for the hearty co-operation you 
have shown towards the ‘‘Critic,’’ and for 
the many and splendid contributions you 
have made towards our school paper, 


: ta Library 
Og = Broadway 


Devry, NH 03036 
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Class History 


The other day, I happened to be in a 
town not far from here, and a friend told 
me that there was to be an exceptionally 
good picture that day, in one of the lead- 
ing movie houses, and asked me if I would 
like to go. 

As I had no other engagement for that 
afternoon, I gladly accepted the invita- 
tion. When we arrived at the theatre, I 
learned that the picture we were to see 
was “School Days,’ with an all-star cast. 

When the scene opened, it was a beau- 
tiful day in September. The scenery was 
wonderful, and over eighty bashful kid- 
dies were walking up a long, steep hill 
to a beautiful brick building, with green 
trees and lawns all around it. This was 
their first day at Pinkerton, and we 
learned from the screen explanation that 
these kiddies were to be the main char- 
acters in the picture. 


After we had seen some of the trying 
experiences of the ‘‘freshies’’ during the 
first few days, we saw them all assem- 
bled in a large classroom, holding a class 
meeting, with the President of the Sopho- 
more class to conduct it. We learned la- 
ter that they chose Olan Rand for Presi- 
den, Newman Corning Vice-President, and 
Carolyn Sefton for Secretary and Treas- 
urer. They elected Miss Manley, a mem- 
ber of the faculty, to advise them, and 
chose green and white for their class 
colors. 


Then there was shown upon the screen 
a large dance hall, beautifully decorated 
and brimming over with students and 
parents. This was the Senior Reception 
to the Freshmen, who were all becomingly 
decorated with large bows, which, I pre- 
sume, were green. Among all of the ban- 
ners I noticed one, more beautiful than 
the rest, containing the numerals, 1921. 
This was the banner selected by these kid- 
dies, unfurled in chapel, and to stand for 
their class during their four years at 
Pinkerton, 


During the remainder of the first reel 
we saw revealed to us the usual experi- 
ences of Freshmen. On Class Day each 
one carried a miniature banner, similar 
to their class banner. They soon assem- 
bled for another class meeting and elected 
the same officers, with the exception of 
the Vice-President, and to fill that office 
they elected Norman Bean. 


These kiddies had had a long vacation 
when the second reel began. They were 
not noticed as much now as when they 
climbed the hill for the first time in the 
year, for they were no longer bashful, 
timid Freshmen, but silly |Sophomores, 
and were fewer in number than before. 
At the next dance that was shown, it was 
their turn to decorate the ‘‘Freshies,’’ and 
they did so very artistically with tags 
on which was written the word, ‘‘Fresh- 
man.’’ 

After we had watched the Sophomores, 
busy with their everyday school life, their 
athletics and other activities, they soon 
gave a party to the rest of the student 
body. The hall had a weird, spooky ap- 
pearance. The lights were turned low 
and Jack-o’-Lanterns were placed all 
around the room among cornstalks and 
other Hallowe’en decorations. This was 
one of the prettiest scenes that I had ever 
seen in the movies. Each dancer was 
given a souvenir of the occasion, in the 
form of a tiny broom and a souvenir cap. 


During this reel I noticed that some of 
the boys of the 1921 class were strong and 
athletic enough to play both baseball 
and football. The girls were also ath- 
letes and had a basket ball team of their 
own. An actress by the name of Marion 
Cogswell was their captain. 

Just at this point the machine broke 
and we had to wait quite a few minutes 
for it to be fixed. 

When the picture began again, these 
boys and girls were having a party, all by 
themselves. They were playing games and 
eating lollypops, and the girls were teach- 
ing the boys to dance, and they were 
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having all kinds of fun. We guessed that 
this must have been their private social. 

Just as in real schoo] life, the class 
soon assembled again to choose their of- 
ficers for the next year. The hero, Olan 
Rand, was again the President, Wallace 
Fitts Vice-President, Helen Wilson Sec- 
retary and Treasurer, and Miss Manley 
for the class advisor. 

During this year the class won four 
prizes out of six in a Declamation Con- 
test between the Sophomores and Juniors. 
This was the end of the second reel. 

When the third reel began another 
period of time had elapsed and you would 
hardly have recognized these students as 
the same ones that appeared in the first 
reel, and they were still fewer in number. 
They were now neither bashful nor silly, 
but sensible Juniors. Miss Manley had 
accepted another position and Mr. Maurice 
E. Walbridge was chosen to take her 
plac2 as class advisor. 

Soon the seene changed again and we 
saw before us a beautiful ballroom. It 
was decorated with all sorts of stream- 
ers and foliage, as well as a background 
of evergrcen boughs. In the air were 
floating all shapes and sizes of balloons, 
and the whole aspect of the room re- 
minded one of a fairy garden. 

Across the front of the hall was sus- 
pended a large motto, ‘‘Vincens Veritas 
Omnia.” Truth conquers all things. The 
costumes were very much in keeping with 
the decorations, and each person wore a 
mask. It was really laughable to see the 
way some of the boys were dressed. They 
had on long, stately gowns, and fancy 
hats, and tried to act very winsome and 
graceful. They did very well, but did 
not come up to any of the ’21 girls that 
I saw. 

Soon a very solemn-faced man arose 
and made a long speech. Then a maiden 
wearing a beautiful costume, which re- 
minded one of a rainbow, went forward 
and received the first prize. This was 
Marie’ Barker. Marion Cogswell, at- 


tired in a gorgeous dress, decorated with 
toy balloons, was given the second prize. 


Bradbury Bartlett and Maurice Reed 
were given the prizes for the boys. This 
was the best party that I had _ seen 


throughout the picture, as well as in real 
life. 

The next scene was very different. It 
was on a clear, cold winter night and the 
Juniors were off for a sleigh-ride, but as 
long as they were packed into the sleigh 
in layers, I don’t think they could pos- 
sibly have keen cold. The moon was very 
bright and each one seemed to be having 
a fine time. I noticed that they all were 
wearing toques alike, and as I could see 
that they were trimmed with white, I 
concluded that they must have been of 
the class colors. After the ride was fin- 
ished, they all went back to the hall and 
had a dance. It was not long before they 
had another party, although, unfortu- 
nately, no sleigh-ride preceded it. 

The next scene was in a church, and the 
Juniors were decorating it for the Seniors, 
for Baccalaureate Sunday. They also 
decorated the stage for the Senior pageant. 
They did these things so well that one 
would have thought that they had been 
decorated by professional decorators. 

The Juniors now held their last class 
meeting during their school life at Pin- 
kerton, for the purpose of electing officers. 
Olan was again the President, Wallace 
Fitts the Vice-President, Ruth Shackett 
Secretary, Calvin Oakes Treasurer, and 
Miss Helen Plumer for advisor. 

The fourth reel represented the last 
year in Pinkerton. These actors were now 
Seriors, which would not have been hard 
to guess, on account of their dignified 
appearance. These were fewer than there 
were when the picture began. 

On one night they were all together in 
a large field around a huge bonfire. It 
was in a place which very much resembled 
the Day farm in East Derry. They were 
roasting corn and marshmallows and 
everything else imaginable. They cer- 
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tainly seemed to be having a rousing good 
time, but I would not dare to mention 
some of the things I saw in that scene. 


In the next scene they had resumed 
their dignified manners and were busy ac- 
- quainting the Freshmen with the other 
students, at the reception which they 
were holding for them. 


Very soon some of these actors and ac- 
tresses appeared in a play, ‘‘Higbee of 


Harvard.’ There was a large audience 
and they all seemed to enjoy it im- 
mensely. I nearly collapsed laughing at 


the ridiculous costumes that some of those 
actors and actresses had on. I really be- 
lieve that they came over in the Ark. 
And some of the expressions on their 
faces were just as bad. 

On one cold winter night the Seniors 
were off for another sleigh-ride, when they 
seemed to have just as much fun as they 
did the year before. This time they had 
their party in Chester, a few miles away. 

The next two scenes interested me very 
much. In the first one I saw a large group 
of children romping and playing and 
laughing around and having just the best 
time ever. I thought that they looked 
rather tall and awkward, but still they 
had on children’s clothes and large bows 
in their hair. They looked very much 
like the same ones whom we saw walk- 
ing up the hill in the first reel. And, true 
enough, it was! It was the Seniors re- 
newing their childhood and having a Kid 
Party. This was one of the best scenes 
throughout the series. 

In the next picture, each one looked al- 
most grown up. They were not in the 
small town of Derry now but in a large 
city. I thought it looked rather familiar 
and I soon recognized it as Boston. They 
went to the State House, through Harvard 


Art Museum, and the Museum of Fine 
Arts; they went to see ‘“‘The Merchant of 
Venice,”’ visited the Herald Press, the pub- 
lic markets, and many other places which 
I cannot remember. It was funny to see 
the way the Bostonians looked at them. 
I guess they mistrusted they were from 
the country. It was pouring and they all 
marched one behind the other, with about 
one umbrella to three people. Every now 
and then I saw someone’s hat knocked 
off by some umbrella. On every street 
corner they had to be counted, and that 
caused a great deal of wonder among the 
“city folks.” I think that some of those 
Seniors must have had lame necks the 
next day from looking around so much, 
and I know that many of them would have 
gotten the roofs of their mouths sunburned 
from looking at the tall buildings if it 
hadn’t been a rainy day. 


By this time the picture was nearly 
over. The Seniors had now completed 
their studies at Pinkerton and it was time 
for the final) examinations. After ithe 
exams. were over, they all went home, 
feeling very happy at the thought of the 
reward which they were to receive in a 
few days. I could not help but notice 
throughout the picture what a remarkably 
fine class it was in every way. 


Surely, all of you have recognized this 
to be the history of the class of 1921, for 
no other class could have such a record. 

Our days here have been very happy 
ones. We have done our best, and tried 
to set a good example for our under class- 
men, 

One day more, and each one will go out 
into the world to seek a new vocation, 
many of us never to return to dear old 
Pinkerton again! 

M. R.. Boyes 
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Pinkerton Academy had one of the best 
baseball teams in the state during the past 
season, as good as Manchester, Concord, 
or any other team in New Hampshire. 

A. A. Gardiner was coach, and he was 
a good coach and a hard worker with the 
boys. It was very unfortunate for Mr. 
Gardiner that more boys did not try out 
for the team, as he had a limited num- 
ber to work with. 

H. W. Fitts was captain of the team, 
and I do not believe there was a high 
school team in the state that had as good 
a captain. 

Albert Bolduc, a P. G, has caught his 
last game for P. A., and the school will 
miss Bolduc, as he was an A1 hitter and 
as good a catcher as any high school boy 











in the state. This was shown at Concord, 
when he caught every man that tried to 
advance a base. His services to the foot- 
ball team will also be missed, as he was 
a battering-ram on the offense and a 
demon for work on the defense. Good 
luck to Bolduc. 


Captain Fitts will be missed in the in- 
field on account of his speed and heavy 
hitting ability. During the Concord 
game, with the help of Bolduc, Fitts pre- 
vented all but one Concord man from 
reaching third. Fitts will be missed in 
football because ‘of his ability to run 
through a broken field and his side-step- 
ping and dodging tactics. Good luck to 
Fitts. 

Harold Blake, our 


star first baseman 
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and the best man on the team, will gradu- 
ate, leaving a big gap to fill in the infield. 
At Concord, Blake beat O’Brian back to 
the bag on a bunt, and this was some 
stunt, as O’Brian is the fastest schoolboy 
runner in the state. In football, Blake 
will be missed when the team wants a 
man taken out clean. We wish you suc- 
cess, Blake. 

Clayton Cross, our star twirler, will 
be missed after graduation. A hard, 
steady and dependable man, Cross was 
by far the best pitcher and a heavy hit- 
ter. We are in hopes that Cross will take 
a P. G., and if he does, we need not 
worry about our pitching staff. Cross 
pitched the best game of his career at 
Concord, but, due to an error at a critical 
stage, lost out, 1 to 0. Cross will be 
missed at tackle next fall, as he was our 
star tackle and a demon for hard work. 
Here’s hoping that you come back, ‘‘Red.”’ 

Walter Herlihy, our fastest and most 
dependable outfielder, leaves us in June, 
and we will miss him very much. Herlihy 
will be missed in football, as that was 
the game in which he was a shining light. 

But there is always a silver lining to a 
dark cloud and the lining in this case is 
Stewart and Wiggins of the Junior Class, 
who will form the nucleus for next year’s 
ball team. 

The last game on the schedule is with 
Amesbury, and we hope to win. 

As this is the final issue of the ‘‘Critic,”’ 
I wish to say to the candidates for the 
football team, ‘‘Come back to school ready 
for work and plenty of it, as we hope to 
have an unbeatable team next fall.’’ 

AS Biya ae 


DEBATING AND BASKET BALL 
PICNIC. 
On May 21, the debating and basket 


ball picnic was held at Beaver Lake. The 
teams left Derry Village on the C. & D. 
about five o’clock, and when they arrived 


they hiked to an open place on the south 
shore of the lake. After a thrilling fight 
with mosquitoes, the previously unde- 
feated debating teams and the basket ball 
team retreated to the pavilion, with their 
conquerors following. 

Later they ate a supper of bacon and 
frankforts, sandwiches and Arline Smith’s 
wonderful cake (that is, the frosting), 
pickles, cookies and tonic. After the re- 
mains of the picnic had been cleared up 
the letters were awarded by Mr. Horne. 
The following received basket ball let- 
ters: 


Eliza Sargent, ’21, Captain 
Helen Wilson, ’21 
Carolyn Sefton, ’21 
Winona Dickey, ’21 
Marion Cogswell, ’21 
Frances Hoyt, ’20 
Helen O’Neil, ’22 
Arline Smith, ’22 
Mae Stearns, ’22 
Ethel Wilson, ’22 
Mavis Fullonton, ’23 
Beatrice Bagley, ’23 
Evelyn Whipple, ’23 
Olive Allard, ’24 
Those who received debating letters 
were: 
Carolyn Sefton, ’21 
Marion Cogswell, ’21 
Marion Bidwell, ’21 
Ruth Shackett, ’21 
Harold Blake, ’21 
Wallace Fitts, ’21 
Horace Emerson, ’21 
Ralph Stearns, ’21 
Ruth Severance, ’20 
Sidney Garland, ’20 
Marion George, ’22 
Helen O’Neil, ’22 
Earl Kelley, ’22 
Several stayed to the dance at the pa- 
vilion to polish off a wonderfully good 
time. 


1923 Weeps! 


W. Alley weeps because her 
short. 

B. Bagley weeps because she has to 
wear glasses. 

L. Barker weeps because she feels bet- 
ter afterwards. 


hair is 


M. Fullonton weeps because C. W. 
doesn’t come up oftener. 
E. Whipple weeps because her nose 


never shines. 

B. Currier weeps because she can’t be 
in three places at one time. 

M. Worledge weeps because she doesn’t 
have to take French exam. 

G. Leighton weeps because she missed 
her last car Wednesday night. 

L. Trowbridge weeps because the pavi- 
lion isn’t open every night of the week. 

M. Hartshorn weeps to be tall. 

E. Bolton weeps because her hair isn’t 
ob Ui her he 

H. Harvey weeps because her alarm 
clock never goes off. 

M. Church weeps over French. 

D. Sanborn weeps when she wants to. 

A. Davis weeps because she’s short and 


B. Morse weeps just for a while. 

B. McDonald weeps on account of the 
Manchester and Derry cars. 

B. Hartford weeps for a talking ma- 
chine. 

E. Wason weeps in the flivver. 

L. Schultz weeps for exams. 

A. Martin weeps for a steed. 

H. Proctor weeps not. 

M. Condon weeps for the city. 

M. Boyden weeps because she’s never at 
school on time. 

E. Call and D. Kimball weep for each 
other. 

M. Lupein weeps for a ‘‘steady.’’ 

E. Merrill weeps for a megaphone. 
. Parks weeps for an express train. 
Cohen weeps for more studying. 
. Warren weeps through her glasses. 
Watts weeps because it’s hot. 
West weeps every week end! ! 


Same s 
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Class of 1921 


Olan Rand. 
Nickname—Olie. 


Favorite Expression—Get away, woman! 


Favorite Occupation—Making up for 
lost time. 
Favorite Song—Give me the moon- 


light, give me the girl, and leave the rest 
to me. 
Ambition—To own a harem. 
Wallace Fitts. 
Nickname—Fittsie. 
Favorite Expression—Git out! 
Favorite Occupation—Studying Span- 
isha witherat, wake 
Favorite Song—She’s worth while wait- 
ing for. 
Ambition—tTo be a big league star. 
Calvin Oakes. 
Nickname—Cal. 
Favorite Expression—You’re 
coke. 
Favorite Occupation—Chaperoning Olie 
and Tom. 
Favorite Song—My idea of a good little 
girl is a girl that is good to me. 
Ambition—To dance like Robertson. 
Ruth Shackett. 
Nickname—Ruthie. 
Favorite Expression—For 
sake! 
Favorite Occupation—Loving the teach- 
ers. 
Favorite 
Honey. 
Ambition—To love them all. 
Carolyn Sefton. 
Nickname—Carol. 
Favorite Expression—S’olroight. 
Favorite Occupation—Smiling at the 
boys. 
Favorite Song—I’'ll keep on loving you. 
Ambition—To have one of her own. 
Marion Bidwell. 
Nickname —Biddy. 
Favorite Pxpression—Was 
posed to be a joke? 
Favorite Occupation—Keeping herself 
well informed. 


falls sor 


Everett’s 


Song—Everybody calls me 


that sup- 


‘ big Patt 
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Favorite Song-—Sometimes you get a 
good one and sometimes you don’t. 

Ambition-—To be satisfied. 

Harold Blake. 

Nickname—Blakie. 

Favorite Expression—What do ya 
know about that! 

Favorite Occupation—Toe dancing. 

Favorite Song-—Her bright smile haunts 
me still. 

Ambition—Teo be a wireless operator. 

Marion Cogswell. 

Nickname-—Sammy. 

Favorite Iixpression —S’tuff luck! 

Favorite Occupation—Vamping Chase. 

Favorite Song—I hate to lose you, I’m 
so used tu you now. 

Ambition-—To ‘‘ride’”’ around in a Hud- 
son. 

Hazel Sargent. 
Nickrname-—Haidies. 


Favorite Expression—Is that right? 
Favorite Occupation—Riding in a 
flivver. 


Favorite Sons-—He may be old, but he’s 
got young ideas. 


Ambition—To become an efficient 
housekeeper. 
Sarah Cohen. 
Nickrame —Sal. 
Favorite Expression — (Never uses 
slang). 


Favorite Occupation—Studying. 
Favorite Song—Got it, Sal? Ill hold 
your bonnet. 
Ambition—-To live in a big town. 
Mildred Goldsmith. 
Nickname—Mil. 
Favorite Expression—Ah, 
fresh! 
Favorite Occupation—Courting. 
Favorite Song—I love you more for 
losing you a while. 
Ambition—To be Mildred Goodrich. 
Mabel Goldsmith. 
Nickname—Mabe. 
Favorite Expresssion——Oh, 
do that. 
Favorite Occupation—Writing letters, 


dion’t get 


I wouldn’t 





Favorite Song—A young man’s fancy. 
Ambition—To be a naughty girl. 
Clayton Cross. 
Nickname—Red. 
Favorite Expression—Oh, Eleanor! 
Favorite Occupation—Waiting for the 
lights to go out. 
Kavorite Song—lI’ll lend you everything 
but my—zgirl. 
Ambition—To own a love-nest. 
Carl Chase. 
Nickname—Chasie. 
Favorite Expression—You big hoss! 
Favorite Occupation—Driving a Hudson 
with one hand. 
Favorite Song—-There’s a little spark of 
love still burning. 
Ambition—To have a variety. 
Carolyn Martin. 
Nickname—Buttons. 
Favorite Expression—Darn it! 
Favorite Occupation—Dancing. 
Favorite Song-—Smiles. 
Ambition—To go in the Follies. 
Gladys Proctor. 
Nickname—Bob. 
Favorite Expression—Really? 
Favorite Occupation—Riding in a 
Chevrolet. 
Favorite Song—My mother bids me 
bind my hair. 
Ambition—To become a second Irene 
Castle. 





Charles Goldsmith. 
Nickname—Goldie. 
TIavorite Expression-—Oh, gee! 
Tavorite Occupation—Singing. 
Favorite Song—Somewhere a voice is 
calling. 
Ambition—To live near Colby Academy. 
. Walter Herlihy. 
Nickname—Whirligig. 
Favorite Expression—Go on! 
Favorite Occupation—wWaltzing. 
Favorite Song—Beautiful girl of 
Somewhere. 
Ambition—To be a bachelor. 
Mark Blake. 
Nickname-—Marcus, 
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Favorite Expression—(Never indulges). 

Favorite Occupation—Reading. 

Favorite Song—Sweeheart blues. 

Ambition—To be President of 
U.S. A. 


the 


Richmond Wight. 

Nickname—Grosvenor. 

lavorite Expression—Catch ’em young, 
treat ’em rough, tell ’em nothing. 

Favorite Occupation—Drawing. 

Favorite Song—Rose of Washington 
Square. 

Ambition—To be a politician. 

Ralpb Stearns. 

Nickname—Red. 

Favorite Txpression—wWell, I 
smile. 

Favorite Occupation—Bossing the job. 

Favorite Song—I might be your once 
in a while. 

Ambition—To spend his honeymoon at 
The Weirs. 


should 


John Colby. 
Nickname—Johnnie. 


Favorite Expression—John Brown’s 
Body! 
Favorite Occupation—Managing the 


baseball team. 

Favorite Song—Who’s little heart are 
you breaking now? 

Ambition—To capture the ghost in Lon- 
donderry. 

Loren Rand. 

Nickname—Papa Rand. 

Favorite Expression—You could if you 
wanted to. 

Favorite Occupation—Debating. 

Favorite Song—Come and nestle in your 
Daddy’s arms. 

Ambition—To be an orator. 

Martha Chase. 

Nickname—Martha. 

Favorite Exprsesion—oOh, it was so ro- 
mantic! 

Favorite Occupation—Falling in love. 

Favorite Song—-When you’re in love 
with more than one, you’re not in love at 
all. 

Ambition—To make her dreams come 
true. 


Kliza Sargent. 
Nickname—HEliza-Sargent. 
Favorite Expression—Gee Willikins! 
Favorite Occupation—Playing basket 
ball. 
Favorite Song—Just Crooning. 
Ambition—To own a racer. 


Horace Emerson. 


Nickname-—Horace. 

Favorite Expression—Darn fool! 
Favorite Occupation—Milking cows. 
Favorite Song—Twilight and you. 
Ambition—To be a poet. 


Ruth Colby 
Nickname—Ruthie. 
Favorite Expression—John, behave! 
Favorite Occupation—Running a Mara- 
thon. 
Favorite Song—If you could only care. 
Ambition—To lie in bed till 8 o’clock. 


Evelyn Lane. 

Nickname—Hve. 

Favorite Expression—Oh, my stars! 

Favorite Occupation—Going to Grange 
meetings. 

Favorite Song—Your heart will call me 
home. 

Ambition—To make a noise! 


Marion Butterfield. 
Nickname—Marion. 
Favorite Expression—I think so. 
Favorite Occupation—Combing her hair. 
Favorite Song—Wandering home. 
Ambition—To grow tall. 


Mary Kane. 
Nickname—Mary. 
Favorite Expression—Oh, dear! 
Favorite Occupation—Looking pleasant. 
Favorite Song—All the boys love Mary. 
Ambition—To run a theatre in Wind- 
ham. 


Hannah Cronin. 

Nickname—Hannah. 

Favorite Expression—Oh, Marion! 

Favorite Occupation—wWaiting for the 
train. 

Favorite Song—Oh, what a pal was 
Mary! 

Ambition—To own the B. & M. 
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Ruth Day. 
Nickname—-Ruthie. 
Favorite Expression—Oh, Eddie! 
Favorite Occupation—Reading at the 
sewing circle. 
Favorite Song—Maybe 
there’ll come a time. 
Ambition—To be an elocutionist. 
Mae Power. 
Nickname—Mae. 
Favorite Expression—I’m sick of it. 
Favorite Occupation—Sitting -on the 
stone wall. 
Favorite Song—Was there ever a pal 
like you 2 
Ambition——-To live near school, 
Violet Davis. 
Nickname—Vi. 
Favorite Expression—Darn it! 
Favorite Occupation—Going to church. 
Favorite Song—At the five and ten cent 
store. 
Ambition—To be a movie star. 
" Alma O'Neil. 
Nickname—Pat. 
favorite Expression——Oh, Boy! 
Favorite Occupation—Making eyes. 
Favorite Song—lI’ve only one idea about 
the boys, and that’s to love ’em. 
Ambition—To be an aviator. 
Helen Wilson. 
Nickname—Willie. 
Favorite Expression—I’ll try anything 
once. 
Favorite Occupation—Being friendly. 
Favorite Song—Dear little boy of mine. 
Ambition—To be nice to them all. 
Edith Sanborn. 
Nickname—Hdith. 
Favorite Expression—Oh, 
sure about that. 
Favorite Occupation—Sewing. 
Favorite Song—Give me all of you. 
Ambition—To have a real good time. 
Elsie Corthell. 
Nickname—Hlsie. 
Favorite Expression—Gee whiz! 
Favorite Occupation—Playing on the 
ivory keys. 
Favorite Song—Grieving for you, 


not now, but 


I’m not so 


Ambition—To get to school on time. 
Winona Dickey. 

Nickname—wWin. 

Favorite Expression—Golly gosh! 

Favorite Occupation—Dreaming about 
Cis . 

Favorite Snog—Alice Blue Gown. 

Ambition—To be able to wait patiently. 





VW. MGW A, 

At a meeting of the Y. M. C. A. held on 
June 7, the following officers were elected 
for the ensuing year: 

President—Harl Kelley. 

Vice-President—Norman Bean. 

Secretary and Treasurer—wWalter Pills- 
Petr}. 

Pianist—Charles Hall. 

Program Committee—Arthur Rey- 
nolds, chairman; Henry Bartlett, Emerson 
Pond. 





Y. W. GCG. A. . 

Installation of the officers was held on 
the Campus June 7. 

The retiring officers, President Marion 
Cogswell, Vice-President Ruth Shackett, 
Secretary Lucy Barker, Treasurer Caro- 
lyn Sefton, made appropriate speeches; 


and the following’ officers, President 
Marion George, Vice-President Helen 
O’Neil, Secretary Olive Allard, Treasurer 


Arline Smith, promised to strive to pro- 
mote the purpose of the Y. W. 

At the close of the meeting, Miss Avery 
presented the girls with a beautiful 
framed picture, with an “If for Girls.”’ 
Miss Avery also told us that that was the 
last meeting she would have with the 
Pinkerton girls. 

We are all very sorry, because every 
girl has grown fond of Miss Avery and 
we all envy the girls that will have her 
next year. 

We wish to thank Miss Avery for the 
work and time she has put into our Y. W., 
because without her we could never have 
attained the success that has been ours 
during the time we have had Miss Avery 
with us, 


J 
‘a 
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Class Prophecy 


June 30, 1932. 
Dear Alma: 

I must tell you about the wonderful 
trip I have just got back from. Ruth Day 
went with me, and we started about seven 
o’oclock last Monday in my new airplane, 
which has two one hundred horse power 
Liberty motors. 

We planned to stop and see you and 
your pretty new home, but we couldn’t 
find any field around Andover large 
cnough to land on, so we had to go along 
without seeing you. 

Ruth, you know, is at the head of a 
famous elocution school in New York 
City and is one of the most famous elocu- 
tion teachers in the country. 

We decided to go to Hollywood, Cali- 
fornia, first to see how moving pictures 
were taken, and from there to go wherever 
our fancy directed. 

There were plenty of aviation fields in 
Hollywood and we had no trouble in land- 
ing. It was still early and but few peo- 
ple seemed to be on the streets, so we de- 
cided to explore the field a bit. We ex- 
amined the planes in their long sheds, and 
spying a huge shed across the field, we 
went to investigate what was inside of it. 

We found that a plane having a seating 
capacity of 200 was within. You would 
never dream to look at it that two hun- 
dred people could get into the plane. A 
man was bending over the engine, oiling 
the cylinders, and as he looked up to see 
who had come in, we recognized under 
the coating of black grease on his face our 
old classmater, Carl Chase. He told us 
that he had invented this machine and 
when he had tried it out the day before, 
he reached a speed of two hundred miles 
an hour. He said he received his inspira- 
tion while in Pinkerton, where he learned 
to pack ten or fifteen boys into his seven- 
passenger car to go on baseball trips. 

After chatting a while here, we decided 


to go over to the race track and see an 
automobile race which Carl told us was 
io is: filmed there. 

Suddenly a blaek and waite checked 
racing car whizzed past us so fast that 
I held my breath, expecting to see it turn 
over. There was something familiar in 
the way the driver looked around the 
wind-shield. There were other people go- 
ing along the same way we were, so I 
asked one of them who that was who had 
just gone by. She looked at me in aston- 
ishment. ‘‘Why, don’t you know? That 
is Olan Rand, who has taken Wallace 
Reid’s place in the movies and has al- 
ready been in twenty racing pictures.” 

There were no thrills for us to see Olie 
race, for this was no novelty to us, so we 
moved on. About five minutes later, down 
a little street, we happened to see a sign 
which read, “Hair grown over night! 
Money refunded if you are not satisfied!’’ 

We decided to see what this wonderful 
method was, so we entered the little shop 
and were met by a tall, graceful woman, 
whose abundance of hair was her crown- 
ing glory. Coil upon coil was piled upon 
her beautiful head. I nearly fell over as 
I saw that she was no other than Gladys 
Proctor. ‘‘Why, Gladys,’’ Ruth exclaimed, 
“where is your bobbed hair?’’ She 
smiled as she answered, “‘Soon after I left 
Pinkerton I discovered a hair tonic that 
would grow hair over night. Every night 
it is put on, your hair grows six inches. 
I was so happy over my discovery that 
I decided to help others who wanted their 
long hair back again.’ We each bought 
a bottle of this wonderful hair grower to 
take home. She told us that Mae Power 
had a shop nearby, where she sold decora- 
tions and favors for parties in the movies. 
She also said that Walter Herlihy was 
now a millionaire and had presented a 
fine banquet hall to Pinkerton, where the 
reunions were now to be held. He had 
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made his money, so she said, from the 
sales of a book he had written, entitled 
“The Fickleness of Women [ Have 
Known.”’ 

After leaving here, we thought it time 
to be going along. We went over to 
where our airplane awaited us. Before 
starting, I bought a newspaper and as I 
scanned the headlines a familiar name 
caught my eye. I uttered a cry of amaze- 
ment. ‘Listen. oto. Unis, Ruth Olas: 
“Famous actress brings divorce proceed- 
ings against husband, Mark Blake. Ac- 
cuses him of crue] treatment, neglect for 
another woman, whose name is not given. 
Says that he spends all his evenings at 
dances and poker games.’’ We were both 
thunderstruck, for Mark had _ always 
seemed like a kind-hearted, steady fellow 
while in Pinkerton. 

While flying over Montana we found 
that our gas supply was low, and as we 
saw that a small town was beneath us, 
we landed in a field near the town. We 
spied a gasolene pump down the street a 
way, so we took a can out of the machine 
and went toward it. When we reached 
there, a sign on the door of the little store 
informed us that the owner would return 
at 8 in the evening. 

There was no other gasolene station 
and we did not dare to go on with the 
small supply which we had on hand, so of 
course we had to stay all night. 

We were told that there was an excel- 
lent preacher in the little church, and we 
decided to go. When we entered the 
church, we saw that the preacher was a 
“woman. As she looked up we saw that 
this solemn, long-faced preacher was 
Carolyn Martin. She slowly rose to her 
feet and pictured in a deep voice the hor- 
rors that awaited her congregation if they 
did not depart from their sinful and frivo- 
lous ways. I could hardly believe that 
this was the merry Carolyn I had known 
while in Pinkerton. 

Coming out of the church, we met a 
tall, strapping cowboy, whose spurs 


eclanked along the floor of the church. 
Ruth looked at him for a minute curiously 
and nudged me. ‘“Isn’t that Richmond 
Wight?” she asked. Sure enough! It 
certainly was, and he was one of the 
huskiest looking cowboys I have ever seen. 

We came from Montana to New York 
City to spend a few days here. 

I was very much surprised to hear that 
Elsie Corthell was running as Democratic 
candidate for the presidency of the United 
States and stood a good chance of winning 
the election. She was to give an address 
that evening at a hall in the North End, 
so we went: to hear her. She certainly 
could argue as well as she did in the Philo- 
mathean Society in Pinkerton. Loren 
Rand is her campaign manager, and it is 
to his efficiency that she owes a great deal 
of her success. 

As I came out of the hall. I met Helen 
Wilson, as majestic as ever. She told us 
that she was now president of Wellesley, 
where she had graduated a few years be- 
fore. This is no doubt the reason for its 
immense popularity this year, for the en- 
rollment is larger than ever. ; 

Helen said that Marion Bidwell, after 
her graduation from Simmons, had been 
private secretary to the president of the 
United States and had fallen in love with 
his son and married him and they were 
now on their honeymoon in Naples. 

She told us that Charles Goldsmith was 
a member of the Metropolitan Opera Com- 
pany and was now singing Robin Hood’s 
part in the opera. Martha Chase, who 
was our pianist at Pinkerton, you remem- 
ber, also has a musical career. She is 
Madame Schumann-Heink’s accompanist, 
but it is rumored that she prefers to be 
accompanist to Charlie Goldsmith. 

Violet Davis has become an ardent suf- 
fragette and is arguing for the League of 
Nations, a question which has not yet been 
settled. 

Ruth and I walked past the New York 
General Hospital and we were so im- 
pressed by the beauty of the building, we 
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agreed to go in and ask to be shown about. 
As we went up the steps, a tall man with 
a small, well-trimmed moustache and 
goatee came hurrying down the steps. 
There was something familiar in his walk, 
and as he came nearer Ruth exclaimed, 
“John Colby, as I live!’”? He looked up 
and smiled as he realized who we were. 
He told us he was one of the surgeons in 
the hospital. I have heard of Dr. Colby, 
haven’t you, but I never dreamed of con- 
necting the famous Dr. Colby with John 
Colby, my classmate. John always did 
like to carve pencils and other things into 
fancy shapes during History Class while 
in Pinkerton, so this should not have been 
a great surprise to me. 

He told me his sister, Ruth Colby, was 
a motorwoman in the Derry subway and 
was noted as one of the most reckless sub- 
way speeders in the state. A chum of 
Ruth’s, Eliza Sargent, is basket ball coach 
at Pinkerton, and under her coaching the 
girls’ basket ball team won a game, 20-4, 
over the Manchester High School girls. 

He had an appointment, so he did not 
stop long to talk to us, and we went on. 

As we were hurrying around a corner, 
trying to find the office, we bumped into 
a nurse. She begged our pardon and 
started along, but we had already discoy- 
ered that she was Hannah Cronin. She 
told us that Marion Butterfield was an 
engineer on the Salem-Derry line and that 
Mary Kane was in charge of an orphans’ 
home in Manchester. 

We planned next to go to Derry and 
see if there were changes. In an unbe- 
lievably short time we landed in Hoods’ 
meadow and went up to see the town. The 
sight that met my eyes fairly bewildered 
me. JBlevated cars rolled noisily over- 
head; surface cars, now one-man Cars, 
had replaced the old Chester & ‘Derry 
ones, which used to rock so; high-powered 
cars whizzed by and airplanes hummed 
noisily overhead. Railroad Square was 


now a beautiful green park, and the sta-_ 


tion, Alma, was a huge gray stone build- 


ing, as large as the North Station used 
to be. 

We saw a crowd in front of Bidwell’s 
store and went over to see what the ex- 
citement was about. We elbowed our 
way through the crowd and found that a 
model had just been installed in Bidwell’s 
store to exhibit the latest style. I was 
sorry I had come until I saw that the 
model was Calvin Oakes. Suits were sell- 
ing like hot cakes, and I did not wonder, 
because Cal always did look as if he had 
just stepped from a style shop. 

As we came out from here we saw some- 
one coming toward us, whose walk we 
could never forget. Ralph Stearns recog- 
nized us and came up and gave us a 
hearty handshake. He is raising pigs on 
a large farm in Londonderry, where he 
can ship them easily to Manchester and 
Derry. He is getting very prosperous and 
sported a diamond stickpin as large as a 
cent. He said that Edith Sanborn had 
gone to India as a missionary and was 
teaching little heathen children. 

He said he often saw Hazel Sargent 
and Winona in Londonderry. (By the 
way, Winona is no longer Winona Dickey, 
but is now Winona Condon.) Hazel is 
teaching school in a new schoolhouse at 
Londonderry Depot. 

I was very much surprised to hear that 
Mabel Goldsmith had joined the Sells- 
Floto circus and was doing death-defying 
trapeze stunts to appreciative audiences. 

Ralph told me the circus was now in 
town and was playing on the Alexander 
Field. Ruth and I decided to go down 
to see Mabel. 

Gusts of wind brought the sound of the 
merry-go-round to our ears. When we 
reached the entrance, high colored post- 
ers, side shows and two big tents met our 
eyes. 

We visited all the side shows and, Alma, 
who do you suppose was the _ snake 
charmer? Evelyn Lane! She fearlessly 
wound two huge snakes about her arms 
and neck. She blushed when she saw us, 
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so we went out without speaking to her, 
for she seemed so embarassed. We went 
in the big tent and Mabel’s trapeze acts 
were all they were advertised to be, and 
more. We then took the elevated to Pin- 
kerton Academy, to see our beloved old 
school. Many improvements had _ been 
made upon the main building, and a large 
eymnasium stands in back of the school. 

At the foot of the hill we spied a little 
love nest, built just for two. We saw 
Clayton Cross trimming the rose bushes 
in front of the house, and I do not have 
to tell you who shared the cottage with 
him. 

Did you know that Horace Emerson 
had been made poet laureate of America ? 
He started with having some of the beau- 
tiful poems printed he had written while 
in Pinkerton, and they met with such ap- 
proval that he wrote more and more on 
similar subjects until he received his de- 
served reward. 


We walked on down the hill and as 
we went by Carolyn Sefton’s house some- 
one came flying out of the door, scattering 
hairpins along the way. It was not hard 
to guess who this was. ‘Tell that car to 
wait,’’ Carol said. We ran ahead and Kept 
the car for her. It seemed rather odd for 
Carolyn to be late, for she always used 
to be so prompt while in Pinkerton. 

We had quite a talk on our way down 
town. Sarah Cohen, so she informed us, 
is a physical culture instructor at the Sar- 
gent School of Physical Culture, and was 
very proficient in this line. 

Ruth Shackett is a well-known designer 
and dressmaker in Boston, and all the 
debutantes and members of the Sewing 
Circle come to her to have their coming- 
out dresses made. 


One of our members has joined the navy 
and is the delight of his ship. He amuses 
them with his funny antics and dances. 
Harold Blake was always famous for his 
interpretation of the Highland Fling. 

After getting off the car we met Mildred 
Goldsmith. We were greatly surprised to 


hear that she had consented to ride 
through life in Aaron’s Ford the year 
after leaving Pinkerton. 

We were confused by meeting so many 
old friends in a day and weak from the 
shocks and surprises we had undergone, 
so we went to a hotel and retired. 

After breakfast the next morning we 
spent a few minutes reading the paper. 

We read that Wallace Fitts, a player 
for the Red Sox, had made a new home 
run record, making a total of two hundred 
home runs for the season. I always knew 
Wallace had a future ahead of him in 
baseball. 

You can see for yourself what an exceit~ 
ing trip I have had, and do you wonder 
that I had to tell you all about it. 

Don’t forget the fifteenth reunion of 
our class in four years, will you? 

My! how this letter is growing! I really 
must stop or the postage will be so heavy 
I won’t be able to pay it. 


Your loving pal, 
MARION. 


Miss P. (Science Class): “After pa- 
tient begins to thaw or grow warmer, 
gradually increase temperature of water 
on vices. 


G. F., °22: “How? Make it colder?” 


There was a skinny young girl 
On the Vassar baseball team; 
She was so very skinny 
That they called her Vassar-lean. 


A boy asked a girl if she liked indoor 
sports. The girl replied: ‘Yes, if they 
know enough when to go.”’ 


Bloomfield: ‘‘They say Tenny has been 
wandering in his mind lately.’’ 

Bogle: ‘Well, he’s safe enough; he 
can’t go far.” 


Are.: “If 2 in 1 is-shoe polish and 3 
in 1 is oil, what is 4 and 1?”’’ 

Spark: “I don’t know.’’ 

Ares hr Dive! 





THE PINKERTON CRITIC 15 


Junior Filing System 


Helen Annis—50% man shy—50% movies. 


Evelyn Bidwell—75% good pal—25% 
giggles. 
Katherine Bartlett—98% bashful—2% 


with Eleanor. 
Eleanor Sweet—30% walking—70% quiet. 
Mae Stearns—71% nerves—29% hair. 
Arvilla Colby—97% bold—3% good. 
Vinal Wells—50% pessimistic—50% am- 
bitious, 
Thelma George—33 1/3% blond—66 2/3% 
curls. 


Marion George—75% clothes—25% jeal- 
ous. 
Edna Downing—25% tomboy—75% eyes. 


Dorothy Cotton—65% music—35% kid. 

Arline Smith—33 1/3% sewing—66 2/3% 
kissable. 

Ethel Wilson—66 2/3% bangs—33 1/3% 
talking. 

Gladys Fullonton—8&4% queen of hearts— 
16% scandal. 

Margaret Gillispie—50% jazz—50% pretty. 

Helen O’Neil—1% slow—99% worker. 

Luella Frost—91% boisterous—9% noise. 

Bernice Rand—18% blushes—82% cheer- 
ful. 

Frances Gove—75% artist—25% bad. 

Ethel Lupien—50% farmerette—50% 
school girl. 

Jessie Holton—27% 
ing (to Dicey). 

Velma Call—34% 


merry—73% _ listen- 


helping Jessie—66% 


fair. 

Gladys Hallack—23% up country—77% 
Dutch cut. 

Alma Durette—75% imagination—25% 
agreeable. 

Dona Romprey—25% fiddle—75% pa- 
tience. 


Miss Flewelling—100% true blue. 
Stewart—10% jazz boy—90% ball player. 
Bean—75% style—25% flirt. 
Brown—94% kid—6% junior. 
Wiggins—79% girl charmer—21% perox- 
ide. 
Spottiswoode—89% wonderful—11% shy. 
Kelley—100% good-natured. 
Bogle—25% conceited—75% good sport. 
C. Hall—-99% eyes—1% music. 
R. Eaton—66 2/3% timid—33 1/% wild. 


Dicey—75% ‘“‘observant’’—25% lovable. 
Pillsbury—86% actor—14% witty. 
Stevens—30% bold—-70% industrious. 
Parks—94% wise—6% English Literature. 
L. Hall—40% blushes—60% pompadour. 
Eddy—90% class—10% naughty. 

A. Reynolds—100% student. 





Things That Can't Be 
Separated 


Gladys Proctor and her curls. 
Olan Rand and his auto. 
Calvin Oakes and his fancy ‘“‘hose.”’ 
Marion Cogswell and her baby stare. 
Marion Bidwell and her vocal cords. 
Helen Wilson and her dreamy eyes. 
Ruth Day and her bashfulness. 
Carolyn Martin and her giggles. 
Ruth Shackett and her winning ways. 
Carolyn Sefton from the midnight hours. 
Harold Blake and his good nature. 
Lorin Rand and ‘his “convincing” ar- 
guments. 
Alma O’Neil and her smile. 
Wallace Fitts and his goo-goo eyes. 
Horace Emerson and his good looks. 
Mildred Goldsmith from Aaron. 
Edith Sanborn and the Grange. 
Evelyn Lane and her light hair. 
Mabel Goldsmith and her sweetness. 
Ralph Stearns and his kind heart. 
Mark Blake and his shyness. 
Charles Goldsmith and his complexion. 
Mary Kane and her wavy hair. 
Hannah Cronin and Marion Butterfield. 
Sarah Cohen from her books. 
Elsie Corthell from Philomathean. 
Martha Chase and her curly locks. 
John Colby and his position as manager. 
Ruth Colby and her abruptness. 
Eliza Sargent and her quiet manner. 
Hazel Sargent and Domestic Science. 
Violet Davis and her Sunday School 
Class. ‘ 
Riehmond Wight and his drawing. 
Walter Herlihy and his craze 
waltzing. 
Clayton Cross and his ‘‘Red Hair.” 
Carl Chase and his teasing way. 
Mae Power and her friends. 
Winona Dickey and her bangs. 


OE 


Caw! Caw! Caw! 


Caw! Caw! Caw! I 
was down in the village 
postoffice one night when 
I saw the girls and their 


mothers going up _ to 
Association Hall. Being 
curious, as usual, I flew 


up to the hall, and. as it 
looked as if there was 
going to be a feed, I 
stayed around. (Isn’t 
that just like me?) It 
was the Mothers’ and 
Daughters’ Banquet given 
by the Y. W. C. A. It was a wonderful 
banquet. During the banquet there were 
many cheers, songs and toasts given, and 
a splendid talk was given by Dr. Emer- 
son. 


Then the Glee Club Concert, which was 
very good. 
there were not more people there. This 
was the boys’ first year, too; they cer- 
tainly have some lovely voices. Why, I 
could hear Stanley piping ’way above the 
rest! 


The Philotechnian Club _ presented 
“Midsummer Night’s Dream.’’ As it 
rained the Friday night it was to be given, 
they were obliged to postpone it until the 
following evening. A _ short social was 
held. Saturday night was ideal. I have 
flown through many forests but I have 
never seen a prettier sight than the stage 
which was built beneath the pines. The 
play was a howling success—in my case 
it was a cawing success. 

Oh! I most forgot! I went to the 
Senior Reception, too! (Don’t you un- 
der classmen wish you were a bird like 
me, so that you could go to all these 
things? But your time is coming!) It 
was very nice. Six of the Junior girls 
served refreshments. 

Now, little ones, I realty must say 
good-bye to you, for we are to be separ- 
ated after next week for a long, long time. 
But, first, study hard and pass all your 
examinations. Then next Wednesday and 





them, won’t we? 


It was really a shame that _ 
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Thursday just have a grand time. -Imag- 
ine the fun it’s going to be class day. 
Essay contest, graduation, then the 
Senior Pageant and the very last dance of 
the school year. (Do you suppose the 
Seniors will take me on their Senior 
howl?) 

Next fall there will be a new, green 
crowd of Feshies to look after—such a 
beastly bore, don’t cher know. And, sac 
but true—the Seniors will no longer be 
with us. Really and truly, we’ll miss 
’Fess up now, they are 
a good, jolly crowd. Well, good-bye, dear 
Seniors and when you go to college, don’t 
forget my Caw! Caw! Caw! 

E..1ls Digvaee 


Wanted ! 


For H. Bartlett, some dancing pumps. 

For K. Bartlett, some Stillman’s Freckle 
Cream. 

For H. Cronin, a Fourth of July horn. 

For J. Feinauer, some Marmola tablets. 

For M. Fisher, a straw hat. 

For A. Frost, a new kind of math. 

For R. Hazelton, a pair of knickerbock- 
ers. . 

For L. Hepworth, a girl. Apply at War- 
ren’s News Stand. 

For D. Hoisington, a dictionary. 

For G. Koles, a substitute for gum. 

For W. Leighton, a pair of Indian Clubs. 

For H. Low, a chance to speed. 

For M. Read, a promotion to the Senior 
Class. 

For S. Morrison, some stilts. 

For J. Oakes, conveyance to Chester. 

For A. Paquet, a square meal off a round 
table. 


For W. Reynolds, some ‘‘Mavis’’ face 
powder. 

For T. Robertson, a book on ‘‘How to 
Dance.’’ 


For H. Robie, a rattle. 

For M. Spottiswoode, some long trousers. 

For S. Senter, a flivver, so he can take 
the girl to ride. 

ForsT..: Tappans yaw eieady.”’ 

For L. Wedluga, a bottle of smilax. 
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Characteristics of 1921 


To write of my classmates sublime 
Has cost me much trouble and time. 
*Tis not their statistics, 
But their characteristics 
Which now I will read you in rhyme. 


A riotous fellow is Rand,— 
The head of the ’21 band; 
But he has the good looks 
You read of in books, 
And in football he surely shows sand. 


A talented girl is Miss Chase, 

Who possesses a most winning face. 
Inu chapel she’ll play 
On every schoo] day 

With dignity, feeling and grace. 


Miss Martin, who comes from the lake, 
With music her fortune will make. 
In all of her classes 
She wears big bowed glasses. 
The typewriting prizes she’ll take. 


A humorous fellow is Cross, 
Who owns a remarkable horse. 
At pitching baseball 
He outdoes them all. 
For a girl he’s ne’er at a loss. 


There is a young maiden you know 
Who is funny enough for a show. 

In Spanish she’s keen; 

She can pound a machine. 
How Miss Bidwell does make the keys go! 


A tenor. who many does please, 
Is Goldsmith, who sings with great ease. 
He has reached such a height 
That with him none can fight 
Without bumping their heads on his 
knees. 


There’s a diligent maiden named Han- 
nah, 
Who acts in a dignified manner. 
She comes on the train, 
In sunshine and rain; 
Both faithful and constant is Hannah. 


An attractive young girl is Miss Kane; 
(I hope this will not make her vain! ) 
She dresses her hair 
With an elegant air, 
And comes on the 7.30 train. 


These two Windham girls have a chum, 
Who surely makes everything hum. 
Now, pray, can’t you. see 
It is Marion B., 
Who’s had such a long way to come? 


Our orator, young Loren Rand, 
Could beat the bass horn in a band. 
I won’t.call him lazy, 
Though for sleep he is crazy. 
In debating he takes a firm stand. 


There’s a quiet young maiden named 
Lane, 
Who always is cool, calm and sane. 
To find one as sweet, 
As pretty and neat, 
You would search the whole country in 
vain. 


Our funniest man, Harold Blake, 
Causes many with laughter to shake. 
He raves on so fast, 
How does his breath last? 
This lively-tongued fellow named Blake. 


And the Blakie whose first name is 
Mark 
Quite often goes out on a lark. 
In his books he learns all, 
He is fond of baseball, 
And at cards he is really a shark. 


There’s a stylish young woman named 
Proctor, 
Who ate soap and then called for a 
doctor! : 
Up on her high hill 
She greets all with good will, 
This amiable maiden, Miss Proctor, 
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You all know our athlete named Fitts, 
Who makes such remarkable hits. 
He’ll make a good mark, 
For at books he’s a shark, 
And he’s surely not lacking in wits. 


I have a young classmate named Day, 

Who lives quite a distance away. 
When she came she was quiet; 
She can now raise a riot, 

But she does it in such a nice way! 


Another fair. miss in P. A. 
Is Helen, who’s busy all day; 
She is stylish and tall, 
And for her we all fall; 
When she talks she can everyone sway. 


Just look at our quiet young Walter. 
To do a thing rough he would falter. 
He never will wed 
Unless he is led 
By a strong-minded bride to the altar. 


Miss Cohen’s our latest recruit, 

Who seems all her classmates to suit. 
She can knowledge amass, 
For she’s noiseless in class, 

And speaks German and Latin to boot! 


There’s a sweet little maiden named 
Ruth, 
Who always adheres to the truth. 
We all like her so, 
For she’s jolly, you know; 
And no one could help it, forsooth. 


Our artistic member is Wight, 

Who’s talkatave, wise, and polite. 
He can’t leave a book 
Without one last look. 

He paints and he reads day and night. 


Our basket ball captain is ’Liza. 
There never could be one much wiser. 
When all things are said, 
She has a good head, 
And nothing that’s troublesome tries 
her. 


There’s another dear girl in the crowd, 
Who never is boisterous or loud. 
She wears pretty clothes 


Wherever she goes, 
And with sweetness is Hazel endowed. 


There is a young fellow named Oakes, 
Who is full of his tricks and his jokes. 
When he once gets a start, 
He’s amazingly smart, 
My classy young classmate named Oakes. 


Can you tell Mildred G. from her twin? 
Each one is as neat as a pin. 

I don’t b’lieve you’re able 

To pick out Miss Mabel. 
Dear me! what a puzzle we’re in! 


In our class we have one of the flowers. 
Her smiles are like sun after showers. 
She does not spend in jest 
Her time—like the rest, 
For Violet makes use of her hours. 


We all like the sister and brother, 
Who never fight, one with the other. 
John bosses baseball, 
While Ruth learns it all 
From a book with a formidable cover. 


A lovable girl comes from Chester,— ' 
Miss Sanborn, who’s never a rester. 
She never will shirk 
In play or in work, 
Our quiet young friend from old Chester. 


A popular fellow is Chase, 

After whom many P. A. girls race. 
He has a fine auto, 
And ‘“‘speed”’ is his motto, 

Though on foot he prefers a slow pace. 


A diminutive lass is Miss Power; 
She’s so small she could hide ’neath a 
flower. 
But although she: is small, 
She outdid us all 
At her party last Hallowe’en hour. 


What musical girl with a fiddle 

Oft parts her bright hair in the middle? 
When she plays basket ball 
She can outdo them all. 

Why! Marion answers the riddle, 
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Here’s a good-natured fellow named 
Red, 
Who has an intelligent head. 
He wears a broad smile 
And he talks all the while. 
Of him much that is good could be said. 


I wonder how best I can tell 

Of the charms of our Elsie Corthell? 
With those bright eyes of brown 
She will capture some crown, 

This mischievous girl named Corthell. 


Young Horace writes many a rhyme. 
We hope he’ll do better in time. 

He writes about earls 

And lessons and <girls. 
Yes, his subjects are almost sublime! 


A charming, wee girl with bright eyes 
In Spanish should win a first prize. 
’'Tis Alma, you see, 
Who gets A and B. 
She’s pretty and dainty and wise. 


I hope that each joke and each pun 
Is received, as it’s said, in good fun. 
As I come to the end, 
These last words I send— 
Here’s to the class of ’21! 


me 9.,0 2h. 


School Notes 


May 18 Johnson Game. 
May 20 Methuen Game. 
May 20 Y. W. Banquet. 
May 21 Colby Game. 

May 25 St. Joseph’s Game. 
May 27 Glee Club Concert. 
May 28 Dummer Game. 
May 30 Newburyport Game. 
May 3 Senior Reception. 


June 1 St. Joseph’s Game. 

June 2 Pembroke Game. 

June 3. Baseball Social. 

June 4 Concord Game. 

June 4 “Midsummer Night’s Dream.” 
June 7 Y. M. and Y. W. Meetings. 
June 8 Punchard Game. 

June 10 Exhibition. 

June 11 Amesbury Game. 





Class Initials 
Marion Ruth Bidwell, 
Many rejected beaus. 
Harold Douglas Blake, 
Heroic, dependable ball player. 
Mark Lourus Blake, 
Mischievous little boy. 
Marion Jeanette Butterfield, 
Maybe just bashful. 
Martha Louina Chase, 
Most lovable child. 


Carl Eddrie Chase, 
Capable, efficient chauffeur. 


Marion Louise Cogswell, 
My liveliest chum. 


Sara Cohen, 
Studies carefully. 


John Horace Colby, 
Jolly, honest chap. 


Ruth Anna Colby, 
Rosy, adorable complexion. 


Elsie HPliza Corthell, 
Ever enjoys courting. 
Hannah May Cronin 


Has many charms. 


Clayton Russell Cross, 
Constant, reliable companion. 


Violet Eloise Davis, 
Very erect (and) dignified. 


Ruth Elizabeth Day, 
Remarkably even disposition. 


Winona Clare Dickey, 
Wayne Condon’s Darling. 


Horace Albert Emerson, 
His appearance, excellent. 


Henry Wallace Fitts, 
Happy when flirting. 


Charles Albert Goldsmith, 
Complexion all genuine. _ 


Mildred Proctor Goldsmith 
Much prefers Goodrich. 


Mabel Wallis Goldsmith, 
Merry, winsome girl. 
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Walter Cecil Herlihy, 
Who can hurry. 


Mary Helen Kane, 

Modest, helfpul kind. 
Evelyn Virginia Lane, 
Even vamping, lately. 


Carolyn Martin, 
Charming musician. 


Calvin Oakes, 
Critical observer. 


Alma Margaret O’Neil, 
Admires men, occasionally. 


Mae Elizabeth Power, 
Makes enjoyable parties. 


Gladys Mae Proctor, 
Generally most pleasing. 


Olan Alexander Rand, 
Olie’s always racing. 


Loren Parker Rand, 
Looks powerful (and) robust. 


Edith Annette Sanborn, 
Enjoys all studies. 


Eliza Jane Sargent, 
Ever just (and) sagacious. 


Hazel Elizabeth Sargent, 
Hardly ever silent. 


Carolyn Frances Sefton, 
Caught flirting, sometimes. 


Ruth Evelyn Shackett, 
Rarely ever smiles (?) 


Ralph Maitland Stearns, 
Rather much speed. 


Richmond Grosvenor Wight, 
Really getting wild. 
Hy Re Ww 


Chings Necessary to Life 


Thelma George must have her letters. 

Ralph Eaton requires speed. 

Edna Downing needs eyes. 

Dorothy Cotton cannot 
jazz. 

Ethel Wilson needs a longer period for 


live without 


her French. 

Arline Smith needs 
dancing partners. 

Irving Dicey requires more time than 
he has for his French lesson, 

Gladys Fullonton needs ability to han- 
dle class dues. 

Margaret Gillispie must have at lesst 
one-—girl friend, of course. 


plenty of good 


Arthur Reynolds needs oratorical dis- 
play. 

Helen Annis requires a top on her 
buggy. 

Earl Eddy needs a cure for his bash- 
fulness. 


Alma Durette needs 
i, D., ° 22. terwneeer 

Dona Romprey ought to have a few 
niore hairpins. 

Gladys Halleck :couldn’t live without 
that red racer. 

Leon Hall would like some ice to coo} 
his blushes. 

Jessie Holton 
lutely necessary. 

Velma Call finds Jessie Holton abso- 
lutely necessary. 

Hthel Lupein must have bright-colored 
blouses. 

Frances Gove needs more apparatus for 
her drawing. 

Harold Parks requires a fast horse. 

Elmer Stevens couldn’t live without his 
racer (bicycle). 

Walter Pillsbury needs a peacemaker. 

Arvilla Colby needs time, and lots of it. 

Bernice Rand needs more Grange meet- 
ings to attend. 

Luella Frost couldn’t exist without her 
brother. 

Marion Geroge must always have some- 
one to pick a fight with. 

Helen O’Neil necds more excitement. 


more strings for 


finds Velma Call abso- 


Thomas Stewart needs more size. 

Iivelyn Bidwell must have more grinds 
for the “‘Critio#? 

Eleanor Sweat ought to have a louder 
voice. 

Katherine Bartlett 
nearer school. 


requires a house 
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Norman Bean couldn’t get along with- 
out his long legs. 

William Brown needs long pants (?). 

Mae Stearns needs two lunch boxes— 
one for her brother, of course. 

Harold Wiggins has to have a good un- 
derstanding. 

Peter Spottiswoode requires high-posted 
rooms. 

fiarl Kelley needs to be on more inti- 
mate terms with the teachers. 

Shine Bogle requires girls—but 
should be short. 

Charles Hall needs something to keep 
the dust out of his eyes. 

Vinal Wells requires a Hall 
building. 


‘they 


in every 


Exchange Report 


The report of the Exchange Editor is 
very short, as few exchanges have been 
received since the last report was made. 

We are very grateful to the following 
for the school papers received: 

“The Criterion,’ Bridgeport 
School, Bridgeport, Conn. 

“The New Hampshire,’’ Durham, N. H. 

“The Orange and Black,’’ Barton Acad- 
emy, Barton, Vt. 

“The Megaphone,”’ 
Franklin, Mass. 

“The Polytechnic,” Troy, N. Y. 

“The X-Ray,’’ Sacramento High School, 
Sacramento, Cal. 

“The Eltrurian,’’ Haverhill High School, 
Haverhill, Mass. 

“The Brewster,’ Brewster Free Acad- 
emy, Wolfeboro, N. H. 

Comments. 

“The Brewster’’—We are glad you’re 
planning a special Commencement Issue. 
’ Good luck to you. 

“The Hltrurian’—The Sophomore edi- 
tion was well prepared, but there wasn’t 
enough of it. 

“The Orange and Black’’—yYour stories 
were very good in your Commencement 
issue, as was everything else. 


High 


Dean Academy, 





Class Will 


We, the class of 1921, of Pinkerton 
Academy, in the town of Derry, County 
of Rockingham and State of New Hamp- 
shire, being of sound mind and disposing 
memories, realizing the uncertainty of 
life, fate and our teachers, do hereby de- 
clare this to be our last will and testa- 
ment. 


I, Charles Goldsmith, bequeath to Stan- 
ley Morrison a few feet of my surplus 
height, so that he may aspire to higher 
things. 

I, Mildred Goldsmith, bequeath -my 
great interest in New Hampshire State Col- 
lege to anyone who will promise to guard 


it with utmost vigilance. 


I, Marion Butterfield, bequeath to any 
undergraduate my school ticket that feels 
that she can use it during the summer. 

I, Martha Chase, bequeath to Henry 
Bartlett my position as pianist in chapel 
next year. 


I, Elsie Corthell, bequeath my dashing 
ways to Vinal Wells, so that she may have 
more success at catching a beau than I 
have had. 

I, Carl Chase, bequeath to any boy in 
next year’s Senior Class the right to cross 
the street in Boston when he sees a pretty 
girl on that side. 

I, Ruth Colby, bequeath my rapid-fire 
tongue to anyone who would like to say 
a lot of words in a few minutes. 

I, Marion Bidwell, bequeath to Mr. 
Horne my favorite expression, “Oh, rasip- 
berries,’ to be put in the P. A. register, 
so my memory will be revered by future 
students as a great rhetorician. 

I, Mark Blake, bequeath to Tom Rob- 
ertson my bashful ways with the girls, 
hoping that during the summer they may 
come handy to him when riding in Rand’s 
auto. 

I, Ruth Shackett, bequeath’ to William 
Brown the desire to study all the time 
and never to break study hovrs, honing 
that he may profit by it. 


Co 
wo 


I, Richmond Wight, bequeath to 
Frances Gove my position as art editor 
on the ‘Critic,’ with the hope that she 
will improve that department more than 
I have. 


I, Mabel Goldsmith, bequeath to any 
person the right to be a chaperon when 
not wanted. 


I, Helen Wilson, am sorry to say that 
[ have nothing to leave, as the only thing 
I have is not coming back for a post- 
graduate course. 


I, Horace Emerson, bequeath to some 
hopeful Shakespeare the right to write 
foolish poetry in any class he or she 
pleases. 

I, Mae Powers, bequeath to Peter 
Spottiswoode my shortness, hoping that it 
will not affect his pocketbook. 

I, Calvin Oakes, bequeath to Mr. Gardi- 
ner my history book, hoping that he will 
give it to someone next year that will get 
more good from it than I have. 

I, Evelyn Lane, bequeath to my sister 
Carolyn the back seat of my father’s auto, 
to be used any time she wishes. 

I, Hazel Sargent, bequeath to Earl Kel- 
ley my broad smiles, for he seems to ap- 
preciate them more than any other boy, 
except Norman Watts. 

I, Wallace Fitts, bequeath to Robert 
Cameron the privilege of dancing with 
Bee Currier before school and at recess. 

I, Marion Cogswell, bequeath my sweet 
voice to Mike Wedluga, to be used in Glee 
Club. 

I, John Colby, bequeath to any boy the 
right to hold hands with Helen Wilson 
during her post-graduate course at 
Pinkerton. 

I, Eliza Sargent, bequeath my position 
as captain of the basket ball team to any 
girl who would like such an important po- 
sition. 

I, Loren Rand, bequeath to Walter 
Pillsbury my oratorical ability, to be dis- 
played in Philomathean, so my memory 
will be perpetuated in that august assem- 
bly. 
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I, Mary Kane, bequeath my quietness to 
Henry Rain, believing that little children 
should be seen and not heard. 

I, Ralph Stearns, bequeath to Louise 
Trowbridge my red hair, so that she may 
be enlightened in this weary world as 
much as possible. 

I, Carolyn Martin, have nothing to leave 
except my giggle, and that is so worn 
out I’m ashamed to give it away. 

I, Clayton Cross, bequeath my nice ride 
to and from school to anyone who can 
find as good a partner as I have had. 

I, Gladys Proctor, bequeath my many 
beaus to Beulah West, hoping she will 
have more success at keeping them than 
she has in the past. 


I, Olan Rand, leave my many friends to 
any boy who feels competent enough to 
handle them, and realizing an auto adds 
greatly to the efficiency in the work, I 
leave that also. 


I, Ruth Day, bequeath my ability as an 
actor to any girl in the Junior Class, so 
she may succeed when they give their play 
next winter. 

I, Carolyn Sefton, bequeath to some girl 
any lost articles of mine that she may find 
between Derry Village and the depot,-be- 
sides the exclusive right, which can be 
patented, of being late to school six days 
a week. 

I. Violet Davis, bequeath my talkative 
ways to Edna Downing, hoping that she 
may find them handy when she wishes to 
keep quiet. 

I Winona Dickey, bequeath to Gladys 
Hallock my curls, to be used any time she 
goes to the pavilion. 

I, Walter Herlihy, bequeath to Ralph 
Martin my athletic ability, so with his 
and mine he should become a star. 

I, Alma O’Neil, bequeath to my sister . 
Mary the privilege of flirting with all the 
boys that I have not had time to see. 

I, Sarah Cohen, bequeath my A’s to 
John Webb, to help him graduate within 
the next few years. 

I, Harold Blake, bequeath my monkey 
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shines to Muriel Church, as I have noticed 
she has not acted as lively recently. 

I, Hannah Cronin, leave my best wishes 
to everyone in the under classes. 

I, HNdith Sanborn, bequeath my pleasant 
ways to anyone afflicted with grouchiness. 

To the class of 1922 we give the right 
to hold a corn roast, Kid Party, sleigh- 
ride and some private socials and hope 
that they have as many good times as we 
have had. 

To the class of 1923 we extend the 
hope that they will have as much success 
in interclass competition as we have had, 
especially in prize speaking. 

To our beloved Freshies we leave our 
best wishes, hoping they will stick to 
Pinkerton until they graduate. 

To the Faculty we leave our promises 
never again to trouble them and to re- 
lieve them of our complaints and requests. 
We hope now that their lives will be filled 
with a great joy of still existing and being 
rid of us. . 

In witness whereof we, the class of 
nineteen hundred and twenty-one, the 
testators, have to this, our will, set our 
hand and seal this fifteenth day of June, 
nineteen hundred and twenty-one. 


Executor, 
To serve without bonds, 
PERLEY L. HORNE. 
Witnesses: 
ARTHUR W. REYNOLDS, 
SYLVIA CLARK, 
FLORENCE L. FLEWELLING. 


HAVE: 


“Yes, mum,’’ sniveled the panhandler, 
“there was a time when I rode in my own 
carriage.”’ 

“My, what a come-down!”’ sympathized 
the kind-hearted woman. ‘‘And how long 
has it been since you rode in your ¢car- 
riage’’”’ 

“Just fcrty-five years, mum,’ replied 
the panhandler as he pocketed the proffered 
dime. ‘I was a baby then.,”’ 


69 


87 


88 


a2 


Alunint Notes 


Seven members of the class of ’69 
were guests of Mrs. Ida Sanders 
Place at her beautiful home at A\I- 
ton, N. H., on June 2. Eight mem- 
bers of the original class of ten are 


living. Those present were Dr. Mary 
Danforth, Manchester; Mrs. Clara 
James Matthews, Haverhill, Mass.; 


Mrs. Ellie A. Huse, Derry; Miss Lu- 
cinda T. Carlton, Derry; Mr. John 
C. Chase, Derry; and Mr. Watson 
Ladd, Boston. 

Miss Mary Perkins has recently re- 
turned from a visit of three months 
in Torquay, England. 

Atlanta, Ga., May 24.—On =the 
seventy-first anniversary of the birth 
of Henry W. Grady, newspaper edi- 
tor and orator, whose writing and 
speeches in reconstruction days both 
in the North and in the South did 
much to clear away misunderstand- 
ings among the States, Robert Lin- 
coln O’Brien, editor of the ‘“‘Boston 
Herald,’ representing the Common- 
wealth of Massachusetts, laid a 
wreath at the monument of the noted 
Southerner, and also delivered an 
eloquent eulogy at the Kiawanic 
Club. 

Miss Edna A. Clark of Washington, 
D. C., has recently presented to the 
Academy Library a file of old cata- 
logues. A most interesting one is 
dated 1860, when Boltwood was the 
principal of the school. 

Nicholas Vander Pyl has had re- 
markable success in drawing the col- 
lege students to the services of the 
church, while his personal hold upon 
the people of the parish marks him 
a3. a pastor “Of unusual’? gifts.” 
This church has been formed by the 
union of the First and Second 
Churches of Oberlin and its mem- 
bership rivals that of any Congrega- 
tional Church between Brooklyn and 
Los Angeles, 
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"16 Thomas Foxall was ordained at the 
Central Church, Derry, on June 7. 
The ordination sermon was preached 
by Dr. David Beach, President of 
Bangor Theological Seminary. Mr. 
Foxall has accepted a call to the 
Congregational Chureh in Sunder- 

land, Mass. 

719 Archie Hepworth is captain of the 
Harvard Freshman Lacrosse Team. 

720 Howard E: Clark won the 
country run at Dartmouth College 
this spring. 


cross 


BORN. 

May 28, to Mr. and Mrs. Benjamin Ste- 
vens, ’°18 (Gertrude Davis, ’14), a son, 
Russell Hugene., 

June 3, to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Foxall, 
"16 (Mary Sefton, ’15), a son, Richard 
Sefton. 


NECROLOGY, 1920. 
Washington, D. C., February, Ellen Van 
Antwerp, wife of George C. Hazelton, 
"58. 
New York City, February 20, C. Austin 
Wentworth, husband of Pearl Messerve, 


’ ta] 
Jo. 


Beverly, Mass., May 3, Esther D. Caldwell, 
Raymond, N..H., May 17, John T. Bartlett, 
oie: 

Pasadena, Calif., June 8, Lillian Wick- 
ham, wife of Walter S. Adams, ’89. 
Derry, N. H., August 6, Caroline Parsons 

How, ’62. 

Lawrence, Mass., August 11, Josephine 
Beeley, wife of Thomas Taylor, ’77. 
Meirose, Mass., August 24, Caroline Louise 

(Lily). 


Nesmith Guimaries, *71 (from Newton, 
Mass.) 
Goffstown, N. H., September 6, ITillian 


Colby Whittemore, ’77. 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin, September 27, 
Gerry W. Hazelton, ’47. 
Alton Bay, N. H., September 30, Rock- 


well W. Clough; husband of Nellie S. 
Place, 799. 
Derry, N. H., October 7, Lucinda J. Gregg, 


"O8, 


Watertown, N. Y., October 31, 
Pinkerton Learned, ’66. 

Londonderry, N. H., November 1, Eugene 
Greeley, husband of Florence Gil- 
creast, ’72. 

Salem, N. H., November 9, Fred C. Bux- 
tony /*n Th ; 


Frances 


192L, 
Newton, Mass., January 4, Caroline R. 
Clark, wife of Frederick J. Shepard, 
IT 


Derry, N. H., Janvary 25, John W. Ander- 
son, ’61. 

Derry.) Nae 
Davis, ’09: 

~Oncord; (Np kee 


February 5, Ruth Blood 


February 8, Mara A. 


Coleman (from Derry), wife of Fred 
H. Corthell, ’96. 

Windham, N. H., March 7, Grace Call 
Pe roctor;. gb 

Worcester, Mass., April 19, Freeman 
Hemphill, ’83. 


Boston, Mass., June 4, Rena Scully San- 
ders, 68. 


‘Nowhere, Iceland, 
April twiced, 1919. 
Dear Honeybunch: 

The great love I have expressed for you 
is fake, and I find my indifference toward 
you increases daily. The more I see of 
you the more you appear in my eyes an 
object of contempt. I feel myself in every 
way disposed and determined to hate you. 
T can assure you I never intended to love 
vou. Our last conversation has left an 
impression on my mind which by no 
means impressed me of the extremely high 
standard of your character. 

Your temper would make me entirely 
unhappy, and if you and I were united 
I would experience nothing but hatred of 
my friends added to the everlasting dis- 
pleasure of living with you. I have in- 
deed ; 

a heart 

to bestow, but I do not imagine it at 
your service. I could not give it to any- 
one more 
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inconsistent or capricious than yourself 
and be capable of doing justice to myself 
and family. I think you are aware of 
the fact that I speak sincerely and I know 
you will do me the favor of avoiding me. 
You need not trouble yourself about an- 
swering this letter, as your letters are al- 
ways full of 

impertinence and have not a shadow of 
wit or good sense. Believe me, I am so 
averse to you that it is impossible for me 
to be your loving and affectionate sweet- 
heart. 

P. S. I suppose you have been quite in- 
quisitive and read every line. I intended 
you to read only every other line. Now 


begin at the beginning and read every 
other line. 
You know me. 
George. 
Seeiie, 2.3. 
Dad: “There is the room, my son, 


that your uncle got shot in.” 
Sonny: ‘‘You told me once that he got 
shot in the head.”’ 


“Every study a blotter 9” 
“No, foolish.”’ 
“Very absorbing thing!” 


That cat has nine lives, 
But that isn’t right, 

Fora irosis-juseeas 200d; 
And croaks every night. 


Mary had a little lamp; 
She filled it with benzine. 

She went to light her little lamp; 
She hasn’t since benzine. 


“Do you want to do some light read- 
ing?” 


“Yes; whet?’’ 

“Go down cellar and read the gas 
meter.”’ 

Jim: ‘Her teeth remind me of stars.”’ 

Jerry: “Why?” 

Jim: ‘‘’Cause they come out every 
night,”’ 


Hrinds 


Love’s Labour. 
“Did you work hard last night?’’ 


“Yeahs Lor. four*hours:? 
“Were the results worth it?’’ 
“You bet.’’ 


“Whad’ye do?” 
“Went to see my girl.”’ 


A landlady asked a man who was rather 
deaf and quite old-fashioned: ‘‘Would you 
like your bananas?’’ 


Old Man: “No; I sleep in regular 
nightgowns, thank you.”’ 
A Toss-Up. 


“My heart is with the ocean!’ cried 
the poet rapturously. 

“VYou’ve gone me one better,’ said the 
seasick friend as he took a firmer grip on 


the rail. 


A regimental band was about to be or- 
ganized at one of the war-time canton- 
ments, and after the first rehearsal the 
officer in charge was signing up candi- 
dates. 

“Your name?” he asked of the trom- 
bonist. 

“Sam Jones,’’ returned the man. 

“Your station?”’’ 

“Camp Devens.”’ 

“Your rank?’’ 

“T know it,’ sighed Sam. 


“Reckless Driver—‘‘Hear that cylinder 
knocking ?”’ 

Timid "Passenger—‘“‘That’s not cylin- 
ders; them’s my knees.”’ 


Kitchy—“What is the difference poe- 
tween one yard and two yards?” 
Koo—‘“‘A fence.” 


“The old-fashioned girl used to stay 
home when she had nothing to wear.”’ 


“Why do the leaves of this book stay 
together?”’ 
“Oh. they’re bound to do that.” 
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During and After School Life. 
Oh, dear! I can’t do this Caesar; 
This problem just won’t come right. 
I do wish we’d have some leisure, 
But work I must with all my might. 
Now that school is over, I wish I could 
go back; 
I long to see my classmates; 
Never, never would I slack; 
But there’s no use in pining now that 
it’s too late. 


Ancient Alibis. 
“Somebody swiped my book!”’ 
“That’s what I was going to say.’’ 
“T didn’t hear the question.” 

“T had a date with the dentist.” 


“Girls may be beautiful, 
But men can be wise; 
Boys, be bachelors 
And wear ready-made ties.”’ 


School Days. 


Success is our motto, 
We strive to do right. 
We study by day 
And we study by night. 
Soon must we leave you, 
Dear old P. A., 
But memories of you 
Will forever with us stay. 


He: “Girls are prettier than men.” 
She: ‘Why, naturally!” 
He: “No, artificially.’ 


Liza: ‘‘What fo’ you buy dat odder can 
o’ shoe blacking?’” 

Dina: “Dat ain’t shoe blacking, dat’s 
my massage cream.”’ 


Walker: 
Rider: 


“Have an accident?’’ 
“No, thanks; just had one!’’ 


Roy: ‘What does it mean by ‘being 
candid,’ Pa?’’ 

Father: “Speaking unto others as you 
would not like them to speak to you.”’ 


E. L., ’22 (trans. in French II): ‘Jolie, 
vous! un petit etre pas plus lant que la 


chiminee!”’ ‘Pretty, vous! a little girl 
not any higher than the chimney!’’ 


H. D. L., ’23, must have had automo- 
biles ‘‘on the brain’? when he translated 
‘“‘naves’ oo) #0) 2a” Jeli (preven 

.’ “the ships going up on high.’’ 


H. W., ’21, and J. C., 721, staging aiit- 
tle fight in History IV. Mr. G. raps vainly 
for order. Finally: “John—Miss Wil- 
son, please stop holding hands.’’ 


Ancient History. Mr. R. was talking 
about the are of the innermost shrine at 
Jerusalem. 

A. B., ’24: ‘“*“Was that ‘Noah’s Ame?’ 


Mr. G. (Eng. II): ‘“‘Now some of our 
lively young men are going to sleep. 
Come, Paquette.’’ 


Mr. H. (rehearsal of pageant): 
you girls—Mark—Harold—”’ 


To V. W., '22. 
We get up in the morning, 
And we hurry ’round like fun; 
We have just one and one half hours 
To get the work all done, 
And comb our hair and change our dress, * 
A dozen other things 
Must all be done, yes, every one, 
Before the school bell rings, 
And some of us that live far off 
And come in on the train, 
Must hurry even more than this, 
Or else we get the blame. 
And when we think we’ve everything, 
We start out on a run, 
Only to think of one thing more 
We still have left undone. 
At last when we have started, 
And have gotten half way there, 
Alas! the train has whistled, 
Oh, my! and what a scare! 
We run, and pant, and puff and blow 
And get there just in time 
To either see her pulling out 
Or up the steps to climb. 





“Now 


Mr. G. (English II), attempting to sup- 
press Paquette: ‘‘Less talk from the bald- 
headed row.”’ 
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This Daylight Saving gets my goat, 
It gets some others, too; 

And if it does not change quite soon, 
I don’t know what I’ll do. 


Bloomfield in Ancient History: ‘‘Tra- 
jan was going to fight in Asia, but he had 
a revolt in the rear.’’ 


Rey. Twitchell asked Mark Twain to go 
for a walk with him, and the latter re- 
fused. 

The minister: “If I should prove to 
you out of the Bible that you should go, 
would you go?”’ 

Mark Twain said: ‘‘Yes.’’ 

The minister: ‘‘Whosoever compelleth 
thee to go with him a mile, go with him 
twain.’’ . 

And Twain went. 


Lueck. 
“Now, Johnny,’’ said the teacher, ‘‘can 
you name a cape in Alaska?’”’ 
ENO Mm,” said Jonnny. 
“That’s right. Cape Nome. 
you! Next.’’ 


Good for 


i. 

“Oh, if—if—if!’’ exclaimed the husband 
angrily. ‘‘You remind me of what the 
fellow who got lost in the woods said to 
his companion.”’ 

“Well, what did he say?” said the wife. 

“He said, ‘Now, if we had some ham 
we’d have some ham and eggs, if we had 
some eggs.’ ”’ 

Financial Engineering. 

“Ts there any charge for the child?” 

“No, ma’am.’’ 

“Then,” said the old lady carelessly, “I 
don’t want to see the pictures. I will wait 
here until Johnny comes out.” 

One Who Practiced. 

A little girl was sent in a hurry for the 
doctor one day, and when she reached the 
steps of the doctor’s office she found there 
a doctor of divinity, the pastor of the 
church which she attended. 

“Well, my little girl,” said the minister, 
“what’s the matter? Nothing serious, I 
hope.”’ 





“I don’t know for sure,” said the lit- 
tle girl, “only we can’t find one of fa- 
ther’s golf balls and we think maybe the 
baby swallowed it.” 

“Dear me,’’ exclaimed the reverend gen- 
tleman, much amused. ‘‘And do you want 
the doctor? Won’t I do?” 

“No,” she said at last, ‘“‘we want a doc- 
tor that practices, not preaches.’’ 


At Her Word. 

A maiden lady of uncertain age became 
very indignant when the census man asked 
how old she was. ‘Did you see the girls 
next door ”’ she asked, ‘‘the Hill twins?”’ 

“Certainly,’’ replied the census man. 

“And did they tell their ages?’’ 

oY eciot 

“Well,” she snapped, “I’m just as old 
as they are.”’ 

“Oh, very well,,’”’ said the census man, 
and he wrote in his book, ‘‘Sarah Stokes, 
as old as the Hills.’’ 


What It Is. 


“What is memory, father?’’ asked a boy. 

“Memory, my boy,’’ answered the fa- 
ther, ‘is that tired, despairing feeling 
which starts over you when you listen to 
a friend’s original stories.” 


The Greater Booty. 


“That burglar insulted me.’’ 

HOw? 

“He demanded my money or my life.’’ 

“Well?” 

‘*Al] I had with me was sixty cents, and 
he took that in preference to my life.’ 


Really Much Better. 


An old gentleman entered a country 
newspaper office, and approaching the edi- 
tor said: “I want to get copies of your 
paper for a week back.” 

The editor replied, ‘“Hadn’t you better 
try porous plaster?” 


Olive Allard wrote a ballad, 
All on a summer’s day. 
She re-wrote it once, 
She re-wrote it twice, 
And then she threw it away. 


28 DHEePINKERTON?:CRITIC 


Tough Flour. 


“IT just stopped to tell you about the 
flour you sent me the other day,’ said 
Mrs. Newlywed. 

“Why, madam,’ said the grocer, “that 
was the best flour I carry in stock. What 
was the matter with it?” 

“Matter, indeed! Why it was so tough 
my husband couldn’t eat the biscuits I 
made with it.’ 


Electrocuted. 


Brown: ‘Did you hear of the accident 
that happened in Johnson’s bakery this 
morning ?’’ 

Smith: ‘‘No; what was it?’’ 

Brown: “Mrs. Johnson picked up a 
bun and the currant ran up her arm.”’ 


English I1. Mr Gt 7t0 JR Bae 23 
“What is the superfluous word in the 
sentence—Rise up and shine?’’ 


K. B.: ‘‘You don’t need the shine.’’ 
i.°B.,. 2dr). HOW SevourT Uu0L 
Ma Re -23>- Co Laos 


What do you make of that? 


Fall from a tree, fall from above; 
Fall from most anywhere but don’t fall 
in love. 


Rocks on the mountain, 
Fishes in the sea, 
it takes a good-looking boy 
To make a fool out of me. 
—R. W., ’24. 


The Senior class is upper, 
The Juniors they can fight; 
The Sophomores will pass in a crowd, 
ut the Freshmen, we’re all right. 


"Tis love that makes the world go round. 
Upon this thought I linger. 
"Tis love that makes the ring go round 
A girl’s engagement finger. 
(If that coat fits, put it on.) 


There is a boy in the Senior class 
That thinks himself a beauty. 
He smiles at all the pretty girls, 

And thinks it but his duty. 


He’s pretty popular in his class, 
And has a smile that’s killing; 
Though to himself he probably says 
That smile is also thrilling. 


Mri the (Ale. 1}: “That's all’righo mies 
B. Smith, don’t let them kidyer.’’ 

Only smart little sophomores read this. 
Use your brains. 


Love no boys, trust but few; 
Learn to paddle your own canoe. 
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